THE   HOSTESS  EXPLAINS                           15
The lady seemed to weigh the possible meanings of the word.
'But what has that to do with the coal strike?'
'Nothing whatever that I can see.5
There was a piomentary pause. ' Philip jumps at things,' she
remarked.
Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan knitted his brows. CUtopographer?
Or was it a Utopologist? Or Utopolitan? Not a bad word,
Utopolitan. No - it was Utopography. I read it in one of the
weeklies downstairs, the Spectator or the Nation or the Saturday. We
might lead the talk rather carelessly towards Utopias and see what
happened.'
'We have some awful interrupters here. They don't listen and
suddenly they shout out something about something else. Some-
thing -just silly. It may put him off his subject.5
'Then we must pull the talk back to the subject.'
' Ton may. But he's difficult. He's difficult. They disregard him
and he seems to disregard them and effaces everything from his
rnind. When they interrupt he just loses them in thought and the
meal. But he's not unhappy. He likes being here. He says so. He
likes Philip. He likes Catherine. It is quite evident he likes
Catherine. I think he has been talking to Catherine a little - in
the garden.3                      ' t
cls Lady Catherine here?'
'Lovelier, than ever. Her divorce has made her ten years
|ounger. She's twenty-five. She's eighteen. And - its funny - but
-she evidently finds something attractive about Mr. Sempack.
And naturally he finds something attractive about her. He isn't
at all the sort of man I should have expected her to find attractive.
But of course if she goes and carries him off and makes him talk
about his Utopias or whatever they do talk about when she gets
him alone, there will be no getting him to talk at large. He'll be
drained.5
Her consultant quite saw that.
cWe must think of a plan of campaign,' he brooded. 'Broaching
the talker. As a dinner-table sport. Now what have we given?
An interest in Utopias. I don't think we must use the actual word,
"Utopia'5 . . . No ... I wonder if I should find that review down-
Stairs.'
From far away came the sound of high heels clicking on a
marble staircase. His hostess became very rapid. 'That's
Catherine!' she said in parenthesis. 'The other people.' She